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" Why will it ? "
" Can't you see ? If the regional authorities have the
same opinion of me as Koshevoi, then I shan't be able to
avoid unpleasantness. A rising in the next province, and
I a former officer, and an insurgent into the bargain. . . .
Now do you see ? Ji
Prokhor stopped chewing, and sat thinking. This aspect
had not occurred to him before. His heac[ was fuddled with
drink, and he thought slowly and painfully.
" But where do you come in, Pantalievich ? " he asked in
astonishment.
Gregor knitted his brows in his vexation, and did not
answer. He was obviously disturbed by the news. Prokhor
was about to pass his glass across to him, but he pushed
his friend's hand away and said resolutely .
"I'm not having any more."
" But won't you have just one more ? Drink till you
turn black ! The only way of stifling this joyful life is with
vodka."
""Turn black on your own. Your head's stupid enough
already, it'll be the death of you sooner or later. I've got
to go to Vieshenska to-day, to register."
Prokhor gazed fixedly at him. Gregor's sunburnt and
weather-beaten face burned with a deep brown flush, his
skin was a dull white only at the very roots of the hair
combed back off his forehead. He was calm enough, this
soldier who had seen so much, with whom war and adversity
had made Prokhor kin. His rather prominent eyes had a
morose gaze, a look of harsh weariness.
" You aren't afraid they'll. . . they'll put you in prison ? "
Prokhor asked.
Gregor warmly answered:
" That's just what I am afraid of, my lad I I never have
been in prison, and I fear prisons more than death. But
it's clear that I've got to experience that happiness too."
" You shouldn't have come home," Prokhor said
commiserately.
" But where else was I to go ? "
" You should have hidden somewhere in a town, and
waited till all this business has settled down, and then come
home."
Gregor waved his hand and laughed.